3<5                            THE DESERT OF LOVE

was just waiting until Madeleine should have turned eighteen to
conclude the marriage, when, at the end of the first winter after
she had "come out," she told him that she was engaged to
Lieutenant Basque. The doctor's furious opposition had lasted
for months. No one could see any sense in it, neither his family
nor the world at large. Why should he prefer a penniless young
student, who came from heaven knew where, to a well-off
officer of good ancestry with a brilliant future before him?

His reasons were too personal to himself to make it possible
for him to discuss them. From the first moment that he had
started to raise objections he felt that in the eyes of this dearly
loved daughter he had become an enemy. He told himself that
his death would have been a matter to her of rejoicing, that she
looked on him now merely as an old wall that must be battered
down so that she could join the male who was calling to her,
Because he wanted to see precisely where he stood, because he
wanted to be sure to what extent this child, on whom he had
lavished all his affection, hated him, he had intensified his stub-
bornness. Even his old mother was against him and joyiedjforces
with die young people. Plots were hatched under his own roof
to enable the lovers to meet without his knowledge. When,
finally, he had given in, his daughter had kissed him on the
cheek. He had pushed away her hair, as he used to do, so as to
touch her forehead with his lips. Everyone said: "Madeleine
adores h$r father. She has always been his favourite." Until the
day of his death, no doubt, he would hear her calling him
"Darling Papa/* Meanwhile he must put up with this Basque
fellow. -But no matter how hard he tried, he could not help
betraying the fact of his antipathy. "It really is extraordinary,"
said Madame Courreges. "Here he is with a son-in-law who
shares his views about everything, and yet he doesn't like him!"
It was just this that the doctor could not forgive, tiis seeing all
his most cherished ideas turning to caricature in the distorting
i$irror of the young man's mind. The lieutenant was one of
those persons whose approval flattens us out, and makes us